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“Lor, BILL, WE VE GOT INTO A FUST-CLAWSS CARRIAGE.” “Yer pon’T ssy so! AND ME WIV opp socks on!” 











1910: A FOREWORD Nineteen Ten is so called because it is | the fact that grouse shooting will begin 
vive ° . the nineteen-tenth. It was pushing /on August the 12th, a thing which will 
Forewarxep is forearmed. Thank me |enough to get ahead of Nineteen Eleven, ‘delight you if you are a sportsman, but 
for that information and push on with | but not being on the spot at the end of| depress you not a little if you are a 
this article. Its perusal will repay you| Nineteen Eight it was superseded by | grouse. There will bea Scottish Quarter 
a thousand-fo!d. Nineteen Nine. A little more attention | Day on November the 11th, and Fire 
Forewarned is forearmed. Beware, | to business, a little more promptitude on|Insurance Policies will expire un- 
you cannot be too ware, of 1910. Dur-|its part and we might have finished | lamented early in January. I keep the 
ing your recent past, while dancing,|1910 by now and never so much as | best for the last. In the first place, on 
sticky hand in sticky hand, round the|heard of 1909. Think how nice and lone of these three hundred and sixty 
Christmas-tree, spilling the candle-grease | dry we might have been ! something days, best known to yourself, 
on your best suit and wondering how} In its number of days and nights 1910} will occur the umpty-umptst anniversary 
much this show was going to cost you, | will bear a curious resemblance to other |of your birthday. In the second place, 
you may have tried to forget the inevit-| years you have known. There will be| weare going to have fifty-three Saturdays 
able future. You may, in a foolish|three hundred and sixty-six or three| but only fifty-two Mondays. 
optimism, even have brought yourself to | hundred and sixty-five of both, accord-| For the rest, I wish you a happy, a 
regard it as evitable, have even hoped to|ingly as the number 1910 is exactly| very happy New Year. The year, I take 
escape 1910 altogether by going to bed | divisible by four or not. That you will/it, remains “new ” till about the end of 
on December 31st, 1909, and staying | have to find out for yourself. Personally |the first week in January. After that 
there for 8,760 hours. This is a de- re cannot do this sum in division, and so | it is just “the year,” and you can be as 
lightful idea, but impossible of execu-}am only going to have three hundred | unhappy as you like. 
tion. However well trained your servants | and sixty-five. Take it for the present ; 
might be, it is certain that one of them|that you are only going to have that 
would be officious enough not only to! number yourself and wait till you get to Sporting Notes. 
come and call you, but to see that you | February the 29th to find out for sure.| ,., rer Phe ~ ‘ 
got up, long before you had got into! If you never get there, you can tell that | , Specking on the condition of the Navy, 
three figures. [ regard my own staff | you are going to be done out of the| os ceed boul = _ ‘Chr oe one 
idm ae tel an ine Main a”. 
tion and diwiasndilion. ‘but mn oe | ns tases tine he he jan you | omy peas aemte > Earl Cawoor has just 
’ = * * roe 
would not let me stay in bed much|are Maying, you probably never will. caught his breath. 
. 5) « d 
beyond April without doing something | February the 29ths do not occur in any 
drastic and overbearing. Have I ever|other month than February. Thank| “The death of his elder brother Prince 
told you about this charlady of mine ?| goodness there is only going to be one | Baldwin in 1891 made Prince Albert the hair- 
































No? Then I will not do so now. She February in 1910. | presumptive." —Hcening News. 
can talk for herself. The year will be chiefly famous for| We regard this jeu-de-mots as ill-timed. 
en 
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RECEIVED WITH THANKS. 


Curistmas is all very jolly (and so is 
Boxing Day), but there comes a time on 
Tuesday or Wednesday, if you’re well 
enough, when you simply must sit down 
and write to Uncle John and Aunt Maria 
to thank them for their kind presents. 
It will save a lot of trouble, I think 
—not to mention blotting-paper — 
if I compose the letters for you, and 


then you can just copy them out in no| 


time; taking care, of course, to alter 
John into Herbert (if necessary), and 
steam engine, or whatever it is, into 
bicycle lamp. And as quite elderly 
people hate writing letters just as much 
as you do, I'll put in some for them too. 
The first Wednesday after Christmas is 
no day for original composition. 

I. From Archie (10) to Unele Dick. 

Dearest Uncte Dick,— Thank you 
awfully for your book with Rupert the 
reckless on the Orinoco it is a riping 
book. Rupert and his intreppid band 
go scearching for treasur on the Orinoco 
it is riping, Rupert says the tressur is 
but a cable’s length from us my 
intrepped comrades we can toss a buiscit 
to it, but Elastic Six the Indian sqor puts 
him on a beastly false sent. I have just 
got up to the false sent it is riping. 
Thank you awfully for sending it to me. 

I hope you have had a merry Christmas 
and a happy New Year, we have had a 
riping Xmas we are just going skating 
so I must stop now. I will let you 
know about Rupert when I know if he 
bagged the trejjur I bet he scalps the 
squar for putting him on a beastly sent. 
It isa riping book, thank you awfully. 

Love from Arcale. 


II. From Nancy (8) to the same. 
Daruinac Uncte Dick,— Thank you, 
darling, for the lovely book. I think it 
is lovely. I like it very much. I hope 
you will have a happy Xmas darling, 
my book is lovely. We have had a very 
happy Xmas and are quite well. I hope 
you are quite well. How is your darling 
dog Rags, have you told him about my 
lovely book ? You must see, darling, that 
I have nothing more to say, so l must 
stop, mustn’t 1? Good-bye, darling 
Uncle Dick. Your loving Nancy. 
P.S.—It is lovely about my book. 


III. From Mary (13) to the same. 

My pear Uncte Dick,—Thank you 
for your truly kind present which I 
shall enjoy reading very much. I have 
had many nice presents this Christmas, 
including a work-basket from Mother, a 
writing-desk from Father, a violin-stand, 
and many other nice presents. I ama 
very lucky girl,am I not? I must now 
tell you about Christmas. Well, we 
had a very nice Christmas, including a 





Christmas-tree and a dance, and I think 
the children enjoyed it very much 
although Archie overate himself and 
had to goto bed early. I myself enjoyed 
the dancing best, it was a very pretty 
dance, and I had some nice partners. 
I think dancing is so delightful, I could 
dance all night. I shall soon be coming 
out and then I shall go to proper dances, 
which will be delightful. 

Now I must close as the children want 
me to come and skate with them. Hoping 
you are quite well, I remain, 

Your affectionate niece, Many. 
IV. From Harold (23) to Aunt Eleanor. 

Dear Aunt Exeaxor,—How perfectly 
ripping of you! As Kipling says, “A 
merciful man is merciful to his hot-water 
bottle,” and this waistcoat which you 
have worked for it is just the thing for 
the cold weather. No, I certainly won’t 
send it back, it fits splendidly. The least 
bit tight across the shoulders perhaps, 
but it will soon work that off. 

We have had a very jolly Christmas 
here: lots of mistletoe (not that I care 
for that sort of thing myself) and dancing 
and theatricals. Some of us were going 
to have skated this afternoon, but young 
Archie has just come in dripping, and 
says that the ice doesn’t bear after all. 
He’s got to go to bed and have hot 
blankets and brandy, which makes the 
second time he’s been to bed this Christ- 
mas. Bar the ordinary times, of course. 
He says he doesn’t mind much, because 
he can finish his book; one Dick gave 
him, which, from all accounts, is horribly 
exciting. They are filling a hot-water 
bottle for him; but I’m blest if it’s going 
to borrow your waistcoat, Aunt Eleanor. 
I expect, though, it has a trousseau of 
its own. 

With my love and again very many 


thanks, [Ever yours affectionately, 
Haron. 
V. From Dorothy (2) to the same. 


(Dictated.) 

Dartina Granny,—I love you. You 
good granny, I fought you comed by ve 
train and you wasn’t. Pussy runned 
away. My sweet old granny, | love you 
a happy new ear. Dear old granny, 
how is Rags? I dreamt Rags was red 
and he didn’t. I love you ninety-nine, 

Dororsy. 

VIL. From Thomas (3th) to the same. 

(By proxy.) 

Dearest Mummy,—You are too good 
tome! The sweet little gaiters are just 
what Baby wants when he takes his 
motor out! They are beautifully made, 
and it is so kind of you to have thought 
of it. I have shortened him this week, 
and the length over-all will be 23 for that 
frock youare making. How good of you! 
Baby and I are so happy. Perhaps you 
had better make it 24, and I can easily 








putatuck in. The width you wanted 
for the bonnet is three and a-half—how 
nice of you to think of it! Baby will 
be pleased. He has plenty of socks, 
dear, thank you, but if you have actually 
begun them the size will be the same 
as last time. Thank you so much, 
Mummy darling. Baby is grateful. 

How funny! I was just saying that 
I must buy him some more gloves, and 
now you tell me you are wondering if 
he wanted any. It is sweet of you. 
Now it’s no good asking me to measure 
his hand, because it’s too tiny and dear 
for anything, but you’ll know about 
what size. How proud Baby will be! 

Good-bye, and will write about the 
things for Dorothy to-morrow. Buby 
sends his love, and so do I, and we both 
thank you very much. 

Your loving Exarye. 
P.S.—-I enclose a letter from Dorothy. 


VIL Archie (10) to Messrs. Hamwich 
& Co. 

Dear GentLewEN,—Will you please 
forward on appro., as per catalouge, your 
five shilling Latham monoplane, gar- 
renteed to fly 50 (fifty) yards for which 
T enclose five shillings (5s. Od.). It’s the 
one on page 187 of your cataloug that 
you wind up, and it flies. I enclose the 
money. Can you forward it at once as 
I want it to-morrow, and please forward 
instructions how to fly it; I will pay 
carriage forward when I get it and I 
enclose five shillings (5s. Od.) (In a postal 
order). 

Hopping that you will forward this 
at once as per my esteemed order, 

Iremain, Yours affectionately, 
ARCHIBALD . 
A. A. M. 








THE NEW PICCADILLY CIRCUS. 


[Among the season’s novelties in ladies’ furs 
are a coat of lion skin and a monster muff of 
bear. 

Time was, if anyone expressed 

A fixed resolve to cross the main, 
To compromise the jungle’s rest, 

And give its fauna needless pain, 
The thought would flash across my 

mind :— 

“This gentle youth is far from happy; 
Corinna must have proved unkind, 

Or Sophonisba somewhat snappy.” 


But now appears a puzzling doubt. 
My pity may be misbestowed 

On one whose taste for dining out 
Is merely martyred to a mode. 

The girl will name the wedding morn, 
When he enables her to try on 

The latest thing in furs, as worn 
By every leading bear or lion. 








To a Certain Radical Orator. 
If at first you don’t succeed, 





Lie, lie, lie again. 
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A CLOSE TIME COMING. 
“THANK HEAVEN I’VE ONLY TAKEN THIS JOB ON TILL 


[After the Issue of Writs the Peers are supposed to take no further part in Election contests. ] 


Heck.ep Peer. 


THE 1TH.” 


































































































































454 PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. [Decemper 29, 1909. 
— — . . up! As we watched, horror-stricken, ia: dei dee 
THE prin = AN he rose and began to pace up and down AFTER THE FAIR. 
A VILLA, 


Ir was quite an ordinary umbrella to 
look at, with a silver-studded bamboo 
handle, but the very first night Maurice 
brought it home I noticed a change in 


him. All through dinner he tried to 
avoid my eye, and, when he failed, 


began to talk hurriedly about the news 
on the posters, and for the first time in 
our hitherto happy married life he 
retired to his study immediately after 
the meal. Mamma was staying with us, 
certainly, but that did not explain 
Maurice's flight, for he was genuinely 
fond of her, and it was our custom after 
dinner to discuss some subject for the 
improvement of our minds, for Mamma 
had given us a beautiful Encyclopedia 
in twelve volumes as an aid to culture. 

On this night Mamma and I discussed 
the Milky Way alone. We had got to 
“Astronomy” in the “A’s.” But it fell 
flat, and when I heard Maurice's foot- 
step outside I whisked to the half-open 
drawing-room door to ask him to join 
us. He did not see me, and 1 drew 
back inamazement. He was in his shirt- 
sleeves and his stockinged feet, his hair 
ruffled and his face flushed. He 
approached the umbrella-stand on tiptoe, 
carefully abstracted the new bamboo- 
handled umbrella without making a 
sound, and then, with a queer uncanny 
gleam of cunning in his eye, tiptoed 
softly back to his study. 

Full of forebodings, after Mamma had 
gone to bed I went to the study door, 
but before I could turn the handle I 
heard Maurice’s voice raised in sudden, 
violent anger. He was talking to the 
umbrella, for I heard him address it by 
name. Then his rage changed to plead- 
ing, and after that silence. I crept 
away to bed and cried myself to sleep. 

Next day was Saturday; Maurice did 
not go up to town, but remained locked 
in his study with the umbrella from 
breakfast to lunch. I had occasion to 
pass the study door several times, and 
heard him talking to it, sometimes in 
the form of entreaty and sometimes with 
a wild outburst of anger. In the after- 
noon he took it out with him, though 
the sky was unclouded, and spent the 
evening alone with it in the study. 

On Sunday morning he declined to 
come to church, and I went alone. The 
house stifled me. What was the matter 
I did not know, I dared not think. 
Mamma met me on the doorstep when 
[ came back. She was very white. 
“My dearest child,” she said, ‘‘ Maurice 
is mad. Come and look at him.” 

L followed her with trembling limbs 
into the garden, to the study window 
which opens on the terrace. I peeped 
into the room. There sat my poor 
husband at the table with his umbrella 


was 





the room with his head thrown back 
staring up into the umbrella, which he 
slowly revolved above him. 

“We must get help,” said Mamma, 
and we went together to Dr. Jackson, 
who plays golf with Maurice, and told 
him all about it. 

“A curious form of dementia,’ he 
said, “‘but not uncommon. I'll come 
round at once and hive a talk with 
him.” 

As he opened the study door I heard 
a click, as Maurice hastily put the 
umbrella down. The interview began 
with a gentle hum of talking, then 
Maurice's voice was suddenly raised in 
anger and a chair fell over with a crash. 
L rushed in. 

“What the dickens does he mean 
by asking if I’ve got madness in the 
family?” cried Maurice. ‘I’m sane 
enough, aren’t 1?” 

“Yes, my dear chap,” said Dr. Jack- 
son; “but we’re all mad in one par- 
ticular, and yours is——’ 

“The umbrella!” I sobbed, throwing 
my arms round my husband. “ Has the 
umbrella bewitched you, darling, that 
you won't be parted from it, and talk to 
it and sit holding it above your head ?” 

Maurice burst out laughing. 

“Well,” he said, “it’s a good thing 
you’ve found me out, for I believe I 
should have gone mad if I’d tackled it 
alone much longer. I’ve been trying to 
paste one of the new umbrella star maps 
into the inside of the beastly thing for a 
Christmas present for you, dear. You 
see, each section of the map fits a section 
of the umbrella and will be a great help 
in our astronomical studies, as we can 
always have a portable stellar universe 
above our heads. But the wretched 
umbrella wouldn’t keep still, and then 
I got the sections mixed up—and look 
here, Doctor, now you are here you may 
as well lend me a hand.” 

The Doctor did; but Mamma and I 
retired to shed tears of thankfulness 
and wash away the traces with eau-de- 
Cologne. 





From a letter in Country Life :— 

“Tt may be useful to those who suffer by 
frosts to know that wood ashes sprinkled over 
the leaves of a plant—say cucumber —which is 
frosted will be quite unharmed.” 

Luckily there are less troublesome ways, 
if the need is imperative, of preserving 
wood ashes from frost. 


“Miss Druce fortunately did not have much 
plate about, having had a large quantity stolen 
while in London some time ago.”’—Mid-Suss x 
Times. 

Some people have all the luck. For 
ourselves, we are constantly losing our 
plate for want of previous burgling. 


Tue proposal has often been made, 
but this year it is really to be carr‘ed 
into force, and The Santa Claus 
Exchange and Mart will be on the stalls 
in a few days. From early proof-sheets 
which have been sent to us we make 
some typical extracts :— 

AnyoxE IN Neep of a large variety 
of charming Christmas Presents to send 
away quickly as New Year’s Gifts should 
apply at once to the undersigned, who 
represents a family richer than usual 
this year in duplicates. No reasorable 
offer refused, but would prefer to take 
five pounds for the lot—123 articles, 
many of them silver, all good.—Apply, 
etc. 

Teopy Bears.—What offers for 14 
Teddy Bears of mixed sizes, all new and 
never used, the owner having an old 
one to which she is devoted? Would 
take in exchange seats for Peter Pan or 
Blue Bird.—Apply, ete. 


OLD-FASHIONED GENTLEMAN who likes to 
do things for himself wishes to dispose 
of a patent pipe-filler, a patent razor- 
stropper, a folding walking-stick, an 
automatic cigar-lighter, an electro-plated 
egg-opener and a damp-detector for 
strange beds.-—Apply, ete. 





Wayrep To Excsance perfect modern 
toy representing hospital operating- 
room, with surgeons, instruments, 
patients, ete., all complete, for good- 
sized old-fashioned doll’s house.—-Apply, 
etc. 


To Unctes.—Uncles in need of silver 
match-boxes are requested to write to 
advertiser, who has nine to dispose of. 
All in perfect condition, although, as is 
usual with such things, the striking 
department is defective. Price 5s. each. 
—Apply, ete. 


Waat Orrers for a pen-wiper that 
looks like a packet of tobacco, a paper- 
weight that looks like Bradshaw, a 
pencil-case that looks like a Mauser 
cartridge, and a pin-cushion that looks 
like the President of the French 
Republic ?—Apply, ete. 


Free Traver would like to find 
purchaser for a calendar of mottoes from 
the writings of J. L. Garvin.—Apply, ete. 


Fancy Suiprers —a Barcats.—The Rev. 
Narcissus Ockson finds himself this 
Christmas with more slippers than he 
can possibly wear (not being a centi- 
pede), all very beautifully worked and 
designed, ranging in size from sevens 
to tens. He begs to offer these to fellow- 
workers in the Church at half-a-crown 
a pair (or one-and-threepence each).— 





Apply, ete. 
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FORCE OF HABIT. 


Diana (taking a toss). “ Hi! catcu my Horse!” 


n* ‘ Ti 








LITERARY VENTRILOQUY. 
To Messrs. Latch and Bolt. 


GenTLEMEN,—I am delighted with the 
reviews of my three books for school- 
girls published by you this autumn, viz., 
Tippie’s Holidays, The Merry Flapper, 
and Dot and her Chums. All my books 
for the schoolroom are published by you 
and you alone, and these are the only 
three books written by me for Youne 
Girts this autumn. 

With kind regards, 
Yours very truly, 
(Signed) Exste Screen. 


To Mr. Wineymann. 


Dear Sir,—I am immensely pleased 
with the eulogistic notices of my three 
novels for men and women of forty, 
published by you this autumn, viz., 
Middle-aged Sinners, The Infatuation of 
Amanda Bodger, and The Neurotics. All 
my full-blooded novels are published by 
you alone, and these are the only three 
books written by me for Peorte or 
Marvre Ace this autumn. 

With gratitude, 
Yours faithfully, 
(Signed) Exsie Screen. 





To Messrs. Archdeacon. 


GenTLEMEN,—I am simply charmed 
with the reviews of my three books for 
very young children, published by you 
this autumn, viz., A Squeaker’s Romance, 
The Princess of Totland, and The 
Romance of a Teeny-Weeny. All my 
“Tot books” are issued by you and you 
alone, and these are the only three books 
written by me for Cartpren Unper Ecur 
this autumn. 

With sincere goodwill, 
Yours most truly, 


(Signed) Exste Screen. 


To Mr. Badleigh Wale. 


Dear Sir,—I am more than content 
with the reviews of my three books for 
Countesses of advanced age published 
by you this autumn, viz., Reminiscences 
of the Regency, Horrible Happenings, 
and The Kloping Grandmother. All my 
old people’s books are issued by you 
and you alone, and these are the only 
three books UNFIT FOR THE PERUSAL OF 
ANY ONE UNDER EIGHTY written by me this 
autumn. 

With sincere regards, 
Yours very faithfully, 





(Signed) Exsie Screen. 


SONG OF THE EARLY WORM. 


Ir was the Early Worm that lay 
Serenely tucked in bed. 

He said, “ I know that it is day, 
But I'll not raise my head 

Till I have heard the Early Bird 
Fly far away,” he said. 


“The benefits that may be gained 
By rising with the sun 

Have been too artfully explained, 
And may be overdone. 

Upon my word, the Early Bird 
Gets more than half the fun. 


‘*Some proverbs when they are reversed 
Are every bit as true, 

And early rising may be worst 
For me, though best for you. 

Dear Early Bird, I have preferred 
To wait an hour or two. 





Fired by the enterprise of Zhe Daily 
Telegraph in publishing a feuilleton, The 
Sporting Times is thinking of catering 
for the serious public with a column of 
“ Mothers in Council,” to be conducted 
by “Amelia”; and there are hopes that 
The British Weekly may be encouraged 
to devote some space to “ Turf Tips” in 
the interests of Sporting Nonconformists. 
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CHARIVARIA. 


burn Parliamentary election may not 
clash with the football match between 
the Blackburn Rovers and Accrington 
Stanley, who meet on January 15th, the 
Mayor has provisionally fixed January 
14th as the polling day. This deter- 
mination that politics shall not interfere 
with sport is characteristic of the spirit 
that has made England what it is. 
** 








the school. 
tended. 


* * 
Vivelte, the opera by Tito Marrer, | 
appears to have been discovered in a 
coal-cellar. There is nothing very re- 
markable in this. Many of our modern 
novels, we believe, have been traced to! 
sewers. * * | 
* 


The Bishop of Bristot states, in reply! 


This idea might be ex-| is testing the eyesight of all men work- 
Why not a prize, say, to the} ing on the roads, 
So that the polling day for the Black-| little one who commits fewest murders ?| can distinguish minute objects, such as 


Only such persons as 


motor omnibuses, at a distance of ten 
yards will, we understand, be employed 


in the future. ee 
* 


“ Fare, ONE PENNY FOR THREE STATIONS,” 
advertises the Central London Railway, 
and a smart Yankee was heard asking 
for a penn’orth at Shepherd’s Bush the 
other day, and choosing as his stations 





It is rumoured that a large 
contingent of American girls is 
on its way to this country to take 
part in the electoral contest. “ Do 
not rob us of our Lords” is to be 
the burden of their appeal to the 
voters. ** 

* 

A gentleman, we hear, has 
offered to subscribe no less a sum 
than £1,000,000 to the Anti- 
Socialist fund provided fifty other 
persons will give a like amount 
before the end of the year. The 
offer is all the more creditable 
since the gentleman, we under- 
stand, is a man of small means. 

* * 


_ 

“Shrinking London” is the 
title of an article in a contem- 
porary. We expect that it is the 
effect of the rain. Most things 
shrink after being wa:hed. 

* 


“There is =o such thing as 
awful weather,” said Judge W1LLIs. 
He does not go quite so far as a 
distinguished literary man who 
reproved a friend for complaining 
of the weather with the words: 
“We are fortunate, Sir, to have 
any weather at all.” 

* * 


“The first theft was committed 
by Eve,” said Mrs. Gurney Bey- 
HAM in responding to the toast of 
“The Ladies” at a dinner of the 
Whitefriars Club, “ but who was 
the first receiver of stolen pro-| . ci, 
perty?” Men were receivers ever. | TuREE 
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Landlady (to lodger). “ Arr you IN THE BATH, Sir?” 
Voice between the splashes. “ Yes. I 
Landlady. “I rorcor To TELL you I nap 17 Presi Parsrep | ™s¢ed Poulton in his pass, but sent 
LAST NIGHT, SiR, AND IT WON'T BE DRY FOR TWO OR 


” 


DAYS : 


Wuat b’you want?” 


Marble Arch, British Museum, and 
the Bank. * * 
* 

“Have you tried Coalite?” 
asked one lady of another. ‘“ Oh, 
but I hear that there is something 
better to be had now, called 
Stovaine.” ee 

* 


“Who's Who” is bigger than 
ever this year. “ Who's Who?” 
| sneered an individual whose name 
had not been included. “ Who 
isn’t Who, nowadays, I should like 
to know.” e2 

* 

Answer to a Correspondent.— 
We should say that the greatest 
living authority on oaths is Judge 
Bacon. “I never tip railway 
porters,” said His Honour at the 
Bloomsbury County Court the 
other day. 





’ 








“The disturbers were chiefly at the 
| back of the hall, and as the rest of the 
| gathering stood on the seats to watch 
| them it was impossible for those at the 
front to see by what means the oppo- 
sition was. producing a continuous 
rear without inflexions or distinctive 
features.”—Morning Post. 

We have often noticed that the 
features of hooligans are undis- 
tinguished. 





“The third try showed the wisdom 
of Solomon. He received the ball from 
Sibree, and at once cut through. He 


the bal] straight out to Poulton, who 
finished off a dazzling movemont.’— 
The Referee. 








* 

Burglars, last week, entered the resi- 
dence of Mr. Atrrep Suuttiewortn, J.P., 
and stole a valuable collection of twenty- 
seven snuff-boxes. Nothing else was 


touched. “Snuff’s as good as a feast,” 
they said. ** 
. 
Handkerchiefs in colours are the 


latest female fashion. It is the smart 
thing now to have one to match the 
nose, and, as a hard winter is promised, 
red is expected to be much in demand. 


Among the prizes given at a recent 
distribution was one of ten guineas to 


to a correspondent, “It is not legal for| 
a layman, whether licensed or not, to 
speak in church.” ‘The layman is, so 
to say, only a sleeping partner of the 
clergyman. e* 

* 

Some of the most prominent doctors 
in Paris have formed a “medical 
orchestra,” and intend to give concerts. 
Few persons, we suspect, have any idea 
what a beautiful thing is the Sneezing 
Song when accompanied by a performer 
on the nasal catarrh. 

+? 


In consequence of the growth of 





the most truthful boy and girl attending 


motor traffic, the Barnes District Council 


This sounds like one of Soroxon’s 
brightest efforts. 





From a testimonial : — 


“Having grown your Princess of Wales 
Tomato for three years, I can highly recom- 
mend it both for inside and out.” 

Inside, of course; but try it externally 
for btushing—the homeopathic cure. 





A leading article in The Nation is 
called “The Massing of the Grand 
Army.” “And who is Massingham?” 

















(asks a young humorist. 
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AT THE NEXT TABLE. 


(“For doth he not only show the way, but 
giveth so sweet a prospect into the way as will 
entice any man to enter into it.’—Sir Philip 
Sidney on the Functions of the Poet.) 

Sirrixa as I did at the next table, I 
could not help hearing a large part of 
his conversation with the waiter. That 
is, after it had begun; but it was a long 
time before the waiter served him at all. 

He had come in so anonymously, so 
to speak, and had begun reading his 
book, and groaning, so quickly, that the 
waiter, who was busy, had some excuse 
for attending to others first. 

At last, during a lull, he apprcached 
the reader. 

“You've been a long time,” the reader 
said, dejectedly rather than with anger. 

“Yessir,” said the waiter. ‘‘ Great 
pressure of orders, Sir. Very sorry, 
Sir.” 

“Tt doesn’t matter,” said the reader. 
“One may as well dine late as early. 
Or, indeed, why dine at all?” 

“Oh, Sir!” said the waiter in shocked 
tones. ‘Better dine, Sir. If we don’t 
dine, Sir, we die.” 

“Well, and why not?” asked the 
reader. “We've got to die sooner or 
later: why not sooner? It’s only a 
moment in all time, anyway—even if 
you live to be ninety. And one is the 
sport of Chance all the while, the play- 
thing of Destiny, the toy of cruel 
Fate.” 

“Oh, Sir,” said the waiter, ‘‘ you’re 
hungry, that’s what it is. And when 
one’s hungry one’s spirits sink. Let 
me get you something tasty. What do 
you fancy now? Calves’ head? Very 
good to-day.” 

“Calves’ head?” said the reader. 
“Why not? Any head will do; 1 leave 
it to you. Get me your ‘something 
tasty.’” 

“ Yessir,” said the waiter. 
wine, Sir?” 

“Wine? Ah, yes! Get me wine,” 
said the reader. “Let it be strong and 
bemusing. Let it induce oblivion.” 

“Yessir,” said the waiter. ‘“ But not 

here, Sir. Oblivion not allowed on the 
premises, Sir. We should lose our 
licence, Sir.” 
_ “All right,” said the reader. “Let 
it produce oblivion—but only at the 
proper time and in the proper place.” 
And he turned to his book again and 
sighed. 

I watched his face as it grew more 
grey and weary and hopeless. “It must 
be a corking book,” I thought. 

By-and-by the waiter brought the 
calves’ head (why don’t they call it calf’s 
head, I wonder ?) and a bottle of what 
looked like Burgundy, but whether from 
France or the land of the Wellingtonia 
g:gantea I could not see. 


“And the 
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“Mary, Miss Smitn ToLD Us THIS MORNING THAT Eve wis GIVEN TO ADAM BECAUSE IT's 


NOT GOOD FOR A MAN TO BE ALONE. Brina you 


R WORK AND SIT WITH ME.” 








The man ate and drank listlessly, still 
reading and groaning. 

By-and-by the waiter came for his 
plate. 

“Did you like it, Sir?” he asked. 

“No,” said the man. 

“Oh, Sir, I’m sorry, Sir,” said the 
waiter. 

“Tt’s of no consequence,” said the 
reader. “It will doubtless nourish me— 
keep me alive till to-morrow—and, after 
all, isn’t that the idea? ”’ 

“T suppose it’s part of the idea, Sir,” 
said the waiter. ‘“ But we like our cus- 
tomers to enjoy theirselves too.” 


“Enjoy myself!” said the reader. 
“Great heavens! do people still talk 
like that? Enjoy—in this world of 
despair and frustration !” 

“T’ll bring the sweets,” said the 
waiter, tactfully disappearing. 

“Oh, sweets!” exclaimed the reader 
to himself, smiting his forehead. 

He struggled with them, however, 
and soon after went, still the picture of 
woe. 

He left his book behind, and before 
he hurried back to reclaim it I had a 
glance at its title. It was Mr. Harpy’s 





new volume of poems. 
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AERO-GOLF. 


A combination of two popular sports 
is suggested in Flight. It is to be called 
“Flight Golf,” played with model aero- 
planes. The competition consists in the 
attempt of each operator to fly his model 
from hole to hole in a less number of 
separate flights than his opponent. 
According to its originator, for the mo- 
ment there is no need for the more 
enterprising of his readers to wait for 
any rules at all. We think this is a 
mistake, and hasten to supply some 
rules, and for the real article, in pre- 
ference to mere toy machines :— 

1. A full-sized course shall consist 
of eighteen holes from fifty to one hun- 
dred miles apart, the holes consisting of 
any convenient chalk or gravel pit. 

2. The aeroplanes shall tee off from 
the race-course or football ground nearest 
to the previous hole, the use of pylons and 
starting-rails being disallowed. 

3. Aviators shall be permitted to 
address tl:eir machines, their mechanics, 
or the bystanders in any language they 
prefer, always provided that it is not 
calculated to provoke a riot. 

4. False starts, apologies for failure of 
the motor, or running along the ground 
for more than a hundred yards, shall be 
deemed to be “ foozling,” with a penalty 
of the loss of a flight. 

5. If the aeroplane lie in water, the 
driver, unless drowned, may take it out, 
rinse it if he pleases, and play from 
behind the hazard, losing a flight. 

6. Whatever happens to an aeroplane 
by accident, such as colliding with a 
tree or chimney-stack, coming to pieces 
in mid air, ete., must be reckoned a 
“rub on the green,” and submitted to. 

7. If the driver or his mechanic strike 
the opponent’s machine in any manner, 
that side loses the hole. 

8. In match-playing, an aeroplane 
lost entails the loss of the hole, unless 
any machine that has started off without 
an occupant be recovered within twenty 
minutes. 

9. If an aeroplane be completely 
invested with fog, brushwood, hay- 
stacks, ete., only so much thereof shall 
be set aside as will permit the player 
to have a view of the landscape before 
he plays. 

10. No houses, growing trees, railway 
embankments or other impedimenta 
may be removed when a machine is 
bunkered. 

11. If an aeroplane splits in two or 
more pieces, a fresh machine shall be 
put down where the largest portion lies. 

12. Any aeroplane that stymies 
another must be wheeled aside and 
carefully replaced. 

13. On all occasions a _ two-plane 
match may pass a party playing three 
or more planes, ZIGZAG. 


FESTIVE AMENITIES. 
Ir seems that the mottoes of Christmas 
Crackers take more doing than one 
might suppose, otherwise authors and 
publishers would not append their 
names and notices of copyright to 
compositions like the following :— 


: : aa I 
BELLS RING. | 
HEARTS SING. 
M. F. Bucksta. 
(“ Owex SwayLe”) 
( Jopyright U.S.A uf } 
Lancnotme, Dupe & Coy, Lrp., 


Boston, U.S.A.; London, England and 
Paris, Europe. 





IF WE NEED NOT A FRIEND, 
THEN SHALL WE, IN VERY 
SOOTH, NEED NAUGHT ELSE. 





Bistop PoNDERTWIST, 


(Copyright in U.S.A,, Great 
Britain and Ireland, the British 
Colonies, and all countries 
parties tothe Berne Convention.) | 





Vernon Swatt & Coy., Lrp., New York, | 

and Joun Twin, London, England, to 

whom all applications for Cvlonial right: | 
should be made. 





Mr. Punch’s own card was as follows:— 
WISHING YOU A MERRY XMAS 
AND A HAPPY NEW YEAR. 


All other authors please eopy. | 





From a Winchester exam. paper :— 

“Find, by practice, the weight of 5 lik., 
3 mo., 4 tras., 7 paras., 8 param., of cobweb at 
‘000137 milligramme per | khya, correct to 
nine places.” 
“ Wykehamist ” writes that he has been 
practising this for hours, but whether 
it is that his scales are wrong, or that 
he wants more practice, he can’t get 
the ninth decimal place correctly. 





“ Achiniji begs to announce that he is open- 
ing a new Hotel at Khandalla in the specious 
bungalow of the Jate Sir Jamsetji, known as the 
‘ Duke’s Retreat.’”—The Times of India. 


Forward the Dukes! More speciousness. 


“Wm. FE. Chalk was summoned under the 
Food and Drugs Act, 1875, for selling adul- 
terated milk.”—Yorkshire Evening Post. 
Still, with a name like that! 

“Notice TO CorresponDexts, — ‘D’ 
week.” — Rugby Advertiser. 


Well, well, let ’s see what it’s going to be 


next 








like first. 


A TEMPORARY CRISIS. 

Tus is the time, O Muse, 

When man at large looks back, 
And mourns the past that he reviews 

In ashes and a sack ; 
It also brings the date, 

Unless I’ve counted wrong, 
When you and I must celebrate 

Our century of song. 


Yes, with the turning year, 
Our hundredth Punchian Op. 
Will, barring accidents, appear ; 
And, if you give the crop 
A moment's retrospect, 
You ’ll find on every page 
A barren tale of gross neglect 
Of duty to the Age. 


It is the poet’s réle 
The stormy heart to calm, 

To brighten up the suffering soul 
With what is known as balm, 

To bid men shun the base, 
To execrate the low, 

And, broadly, teach the human race 
To give the Good a show. 


Thus, from his purer height, 
With deep and subtle lore 
He brings them nearer to the light 
Than where they were before. 
That is the poet's use: 
That is his task—and I’ve 
A notion it 's his one excuse 
For being left alive. 


But, if these hundred lays 
Contain one song to set 

The feet of man in loftier ways, 
[ haven’t found it yet ; 

If they can show one thought 
Of solace or rebuke, 

One moral lesson, nobly taught, 
It got there by a fluke. 


No. From the very start 
We have not sought to guide 

The reader’s morals, or his heart ; 
Indeed, we haven't tried. 

How much he might have stood 
Is neither here nor there ; 

If we had failed to do him good, 
That would be his affair. 


Muse, at this crucial time, 
Come, let us take a pull, 

And henceforth stick to the Sublime, 
The Deep, the Beautiful ; 

Come, let us build anew, 
Reform our readers’ lot, 

Teach them, in fact, a thing or two, 
And show the Age what ’s what. 

Dum-Dum. 





“4 Cavenpisn Crescent, Batu, for sale, at 
Price 14 per cent. less than that refused just 
before present Government took office.”-— 
Bladud (This is not an oath, but the name of a 
Bath paper). 

Vote for the Government and cheaper 
crescents. 
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Friend (to depressed son of the House, whose Father is giving a little amateur conjuring entertainment). “ Buck uP, OLD cusp. It 
ISN'T YOUR FAULT YOUR GUV’'NOR’S MAKING SUCH AN ASS OF HIMSELF.” 











mn © - will be redistributed according to the| Your old-age pensioners will barter the 
THE SHADOWS. dictates of ‘Trades Union agitators. | bounty given them by a generous Liberal 
Sroxespy-on-Ooze is a delightful town| Think of that as you sit by your fire-|Government for a single meagre loaf of 
—not perhaps quite so busy as your | sides and gaze on your beauteous wives | rye bread. Your good wives will starve 
metropolis—but replete (yes, “‘ replete ” | and sweet babes. You working men, | themselves to save the scanty morsel of 
is good journalism) with refined culture! gaunt and half clothed, will stagger | horse-flesh, which will constitute your 
and polished society. At this season of | down the streets of your historic borough | mid-day meal, for their puny, crying 
the year, too, Spokesby is at its gayest. looking with pathetically intelligent eyes | babes. The wail of the starving will be 
Spokesbians never leave their town at/for the work that is not there. Your]ever in your ears. And all the time fur- 
Christmas for the Riviera—can you say | great colonies, proud hitherto of the|coated Peers will hover over you in 
as much for your Londoners? We have} mutual attachment between Spokesby expensive aeroplanes drinking the cost- 
before us the prospect of the Primrose|and themselves, will leave you with |liest brands of champagne and erying 
League Annual Ball and Supper, | loathing. The Crown, the Church, the|out, ‘We have taken the Spokesby 
the Social Club Whist Drive and Hot} Country and the Empire, nay even the | toiler’s food and land—now let us annex 
Pot Supper, and a Dramatic Entertain-| Corporation of Spokesby itself, will all | his air.” 
ment by the junior members of the| be submerged beneath the ignis fatuus| I took my brick-hat home with me. 
Amalgamated Order of Ancient Shep-| of a devastating Socialism. And when} ‘This is the awful problem that darkens 
herds, followed by a Supper. Yet with lthe German Invasion comes, as come it | our festal season—Starvation-and-J ubber 
all these gaie‘ies in view we are uneasy. | will, as you lie under the iron heel of a|or Ruin-and-Snooks. Even if they run 
Our mirth is forced, our anticipations|German conqueror, the nations of the |a dead-heat the mayor has a casting vote. 
are nervous, even our appetites are| earth will declare in chorus, ‘Spokesby | My only hope was in the Unionist Free 
failing. Across our ancient constituency | betrayed the virtuous peers and richly|Traders; but can they with only six 








the shadows of Jubber and Snooks have | deserves its fate.’ ” candidates get a working majority in 
fallen. I heard Jubber first. He was| That settled me. I was determined|the House of Commons? I fear not. 
tremendous : — that nothing of the kind should happen, | Still the time calls for action. As a 


“This $d. tax on undeveloped Jand is|so I went to Snooks’s meeting the fol-| Briton I must do something. I have 
the thin end of the wedge. When it is|lowing night with an impartial mind | therefore resolved in view of the pre- 
driven home, as driven home it will be|and a brick-bat in my pocket. vailing uncertainty to defer paying my 
unless the honest, intelligent, upright| But Snooks was just as tremendous. {Christmas bills till after the General 
impartial toilers of Spokesby come to| ‘What does this 2s. tax on corn| Election. 

the support of a sympathetic House of| mean? Pause and think, I beseech you, 
tords—and on the heart of each peer|enlightened and intelligent toilers of| “Miss Meehan again appeared avd sang 
18 written the words, ‘The Rights of|Spokesby. If it be forced on you by| ‘Sweet is True Love.’ . . . ‘The words are very 
Spokesby ’—what shall we see? Your|the autocratic action of an irresponsible | "icely strung together.” —Mayo News. 

ancient parish church will be given up| House of Lords let me tell you calmly,|It is all very well to praise Trexnyson 
aa ' impious gambols of atheistic | quietly, and with a full sense of respon-| now that he is dead. But what did The 

lalis 














s. Your wives and daughters! sibility, what the consequences will be.' Mayo News do for him in his lifetime ? 
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Alarmed Motorist (after collision). “Are you nurt?” 
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Butcher Boy. “ Wuere’s MY KIDNEYS?” 











TWIN SOULS. 

Nove can deny it: when a wanton par 

Announces that your boyhood’s queen has chosen 
To get engaged elsewhere, it is a jar, 

You feel as if the pumps of joy were frozen ; 
Yes, Clara, when I found that news, amid 

The talk on toques and tippets, 
A wet, wet tear descending from its lid 

Watered the social snippets. 


I thought of all the téte-d-tétes we’d had 
Since both of us were young (and slightly tubbish) 
The golden memories of the past, egad ! 
The times they told us not to talk such rubbish ; 
Of how we’d watched the lamplight’s glimmering sparks, 
The cloud-hung dawns together, 
And made precisely similar remarks 
Disparaging the weather. 


I thought, ah yes, I thought of lots of things, 

Of shattered toys, of dainties that we'd gobbled, 
Of how we’d hankered for the moon or wings, 

And most of all how frequently we’d squabbled ; 
And, as I mused, the envy passed away ; 

And so, in this poor ditty 
Congratulations to the brute, I say, 

Blent with a touch of pity ! 


One that has only wooed when skies are fair, 

Flattered your every charm with praises fulsome, 
Toyed with the tangles of your golden hair, 

Little he knows your temper when one pulls ’em; 
He has not seen the sulks, the rising squall, 

He has not pierced the riddles 


| I always thought there were eleven a side. 





Of what, I think, your nurse was wont to call 
Miss Clara’s taradiddles. 





Lawks, when he does! but still one never knows; 
He may be just that paragon of mortals 
Who never treads on other people’s toes, 
And, when they tread on his, serenely chortles ; 
If that be so, I feel the less aghast 
That fate divides two figures 
Who, still remembering their childish past, 
Would fight, no doubt, like niggers. 








Dear Mr. Poxco,—In the poem in your last number, The 
Plaint of an Association Football, I was surprised to read: 

“ And ten stern men on either side stood hungrily around.” 
Yours, Puzztep. 
(If “Pvzztep” willkindly read a little further on he will 
come to the goalkeepers. They weren’t hungry.—Eb. Punch.] 





“There has been talk for years about constructing a subway from 
the Temple to the Law Courts. When a bencher or a popular K.C. 
has been killed, perhaps the quarrels will be arranged and the subway 
be constructed. It would be a great boon to lawyers.” 

—Scottish Law Review. 


We regret this imputation as derogatory to the high tradi- 
tions of the Bar. 





“ Complainant said she was married in Edinburgh in March, 1903, 
where they lived for atime, and one child was born, in January, 1904. 
Half-a-year later he left her mother’s house, where he had been 
residing, because he was asked to contribute to her maintenance.” 

Eastern Daily Press. 








Lazy little beggar! 


—— 
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“SUPPORTERS” RAMPANT. 


AN HERALDIC INVERSION. 
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A LITTLE 
ROBBIN. 


SOME CHRISTMAS CARDS WHICH HAVE BEEN SUPPRESSED BY THEIR RECIPIENTS. 











To Mr. Liroyp Greorce From a Backcrouxp Laxpioro. 
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To Mr. Batrour rrom a Free Trape Untoyist. 








RINKOMANIA., 


Tue wild furore created by 
the vogue of roller-skating 
may be best measured by 
the enthusiasm with which 
its devotees are taking up the 
idea of applying foot-wheels 
to other popular pastimes. 
The coming Spring, for in- 
stance, is certain to see a num- 
ber of golf-rinks laid out, and 
though ckate-football has not 
yet caught on (partly owing 
to the quarrel between the 
Amateur Tumblers and the 
Professional Castors Associa- 
tion on the subject of the 
back-charge) Lord Mowracu 
or Beavtieu and the Hon. 
C. 8. Routs are already prac- 
tisng with a 60-swallow- 
power motor-boot at Brook- 
lands. 

_ The literature of a sport 
18 another sure index to 
its popularity, and no more 
tasteful brochure has appeare:‘| 
for some time than Rink 
Wrinkles, which gives a full 


the rinker has wheels 


alogram. 
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history of the pastime and an explana-| 
tion of its fancy figures, the prettiest 
of which perhaps is that in which 


both hands as well as to his feet. 
has been cleverly called the quadrupe- 





lof The Daily Mail. 





The £1,000 prize for bond-fide Suffra- 
gettes (taught entirely by British rink- 
masters) for a skim between Piccadilly 
attached to|and the Poultry, starting at 12 noon 
It|on heavier-than-air skates, has not yet 
been claimed from the princely coffers 


To Prestpent Tarr rxom A Biuesacket or U.S. Navy. 





AN UNPOSTED 
CHRISTMAS APPEAL. 


My dear Mr. Simpson, I’ve 
often been told 

That unmarried females 
should never be bold; 

If I merit the charge this 
must be my excuse, 

That in matters of heart 
you 're extremely obtuse. 


You call twice a week and 
subside in a chair, 

And fasten upon me a lan- 
guishing glare, 

But the words will not come 
though I see that you try; 

Oh, dear Mr. Simpson, why 
are you £0 shy? 


As you’ve noticed, young 
Footleby fancies me too ; 

I admit that he can’t hold a 
candle to you ; 

But yet he may win if you 
will be so slow ; 





I can’t be kept waiting for 
ever, you know. 


Oh, Edwin, for so I may call you in ink, 

I’m not nearly so hard to approach as 
you think, 

In fact, I just crave for the chance to 
confess 

That the aim of my life is to be Mrs. 8. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 
(By Mr. Punch’s Staff of Learned Clerks.) 


“His memory will always abide with me as that of the) 
most | conscientious politician I have known.” 
‘Thus Mr. G. W. E. Russett in his Memoir of Sir Wilfrid 
Lawson (Sura, Exper). Those privileged to study the) 


this judgment. Honest conviction, possibly to some degree | 

| 
constitutional aversion from intoxicants, made him an inflex- 
ible teetotaler. From early years he devoted himself to a| 


crusade against the drink traffic. As a rule the zealot who | 


pleasant or a widely popular man. For at least a quarter of 
a century Witrrip Lawson was not only one of the most | 
highly esteemed but one of the best-liked men in the House | 
of Commons. 


fervid interest in their love affairs, or in the account of a 
Rugby football match, played with all the pomp and circum- 
stance of a public-school story, between Colombo and 
Up-country. ‘The heroes, and the ladies who applaud them, 
are harmless and nice enough, but if ever I go out to court 


|the spicy breezes that have inflated so many collection bags 


(though I am told that it is over “Java's isle,” and not 
Cey lon’s , that they “ blow soft” in the more correct version 


character of Sir Witrri at close quarters will acquiesce in| of the hymn), it will be the prospect of meeting Mr. 


Tanqueray, tea-planter, that will please me most. 





The other day, in the hope of finding out whether real 
Americans talked like the man who married The Submarine 


devotes his finest energies to “ putting down” something or | Girl (Paut)—he called himself “ Theo Throckmorton of New 
other that has attraction for his neighbours is nota peculiarly | York every time”—I patronised the Savoy, and, disguising 


myself with a toothpick, a cock-tail and oysters 4 l’ Ameri- 
caine, sat and listened to the conversation of my neigh- 
bours. And, lo and behold, not one of them said “ Shake,” 


In his denunciation, whether of the Trade! or “Say now,” or “I guess,” or “ Every time,” and 


not one of them was 





or of what he regarded 
as meddlesome foreign | 


goldarned or euchered. 





policy, he spared no one, | 
not even his beloved | 
leader, Mr. GLADSTONE. 
But he was ever so good- 
humoured,oftenso witty, 
that his animadversions 
left no sting behind. 
With due modification 
he acquired the position 
in Parliament held in 
ancient Courts by an 
astute jester. He op- 
portunely said things 
that would have been 
suffered from no one 
else. “Gay wisdom” was 
the happy phrase by 
which Disraett de- 
scribed hiscontributions 
to debate. I think, on! 


Bo MoRRO- 





But if Throckmorton 
was not the real thing 
what about The Sub- 
marine Girl and her 
story? How could I 
believe in a notorious 
Nihilist (of Irish extrac- 
tion) who, during a visit 
of the Tsar to London, 
carried about in her 
pocket, by way of a 
joke, as she afterwards 
explained, a sham 
bomb? It seemed to 
me that the joke, like 
the bomb, had nothing 
in it. But it led to 
her being so closely 
pursued by Popplepoff, 
an agent of the Russian 











the whole, he was wittier 
in private conversation 
than in his studied 
speeches. For these his) 


impromptus werealways REMOVES THE SPELL!” 


AND BRING HITHER A CROSS-EYED, LEF 


secret police with prac- 


The Necromancer (to Assistant). “Hig THEE SWIFTLY TO THE TOWN, JOUN, tically no sense of 
T-HANDED, RED-HAIRED, SECOND-SIGHTED, 

SEVENTH SON OF A SEVENTH SON, WITH A MOLE ON THE RIGHT SIDE OF HIS NOSE, 
"M FIXED IN THIS CONFOUNDED CIRCLE, 


humour, that she and 
he and Throckmorton got 


AND I'VE FORGCTTEN THE WORD THAT . 
shut up together in the 








written out in his study, 


on which they were written. In the give and take of 
ordinary conversation his humour flashed forth with the 
added delight of unexpectancy. <A considerable portion of 
the volume is made up of a diary Sir Witrrip kept, in which 
he noted down the course of Parliamentary events. The 
narrative is marke by shrewd judgment and lightened by 
many stories. 


I forgive Mr. Epmunp Sextar for putting a bull and a red 
parasol into his first chapter, and for making unabashed use 
of a knowledge of tea-p!ant'ng in Ceylon for the purposes 
of novel-manufacture, because he has introduced a gentleman 
clothed in the mantle of Mr. Pickwick into Where Every 
Prospect Pleases (BLackwoop), a title which ought, in fairness 
to the reader, to have continued, ‘And man is none so vile.” 
Mr. Tanqueray (no relation to other literary parties of that 
name) is a middle-aged, good-hearted Englishman who gets 
into such absurd scrapes that the heart of the reader is 
warmed to him, especially when he starts for the voyage to 
Colombo, equipped with no other luggage than his eloping 
daughter’s wedding trousseau. The young people in the 


sory are not very stimulating, and it is hard to beat up a 





and there was no attempt at concealment of the MS. notes| 


American’s submarine, 
and only escaped from Popplepoff’s myrmidons by submarin- 
ing off round the world. On the way they bumped up against 
the real original Flying Dutchman, made friends with Van- 
derdecken and his crew and sailed in her to Capetown, 
where Vanderdecken passed as an eccentric British nobleman 
(really the poor peers are not quite so behind the times as 
all that), and Popplepoff married the Dutchman’s mother-in- 
law. I am afraid I am like Popplepoff. I don’t see where 
the joke comes in. Perhaps I am taking The Submarine 
Girl too seriously. But then so does Mr. Epoar TURNER, 
author of her being. 








* An otter was shot at Exmouth yesterday by George Holman, a boat- 
man, a boatman, while reclining on a Holman, a boatman.”—Western 
Morning News. 

It sounds an easy shot. (Now then, chorus, please, gentle 
men, “ Holman, a boatman, a boatman.) 


“Granp Classical Landscape. By Deleneavit after Pietro de Corton. 
The only landscape done by that old Master.”—F'rom a Catalogue. 


On the contrary, Deleneavit (or Delineavit, to give him his 





usual spelling) was notoriously one of the most strenuous an 
catholic of the Old Masters. 
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ACING one another in their corner-seats, they had the air of commis-voyageurs, journeying in great comfort at other 
people’s charges. It was something in the cut of their cloth caps that bewrayed them. By still more subtle signs I 
determined that one was travelling in laces and the other in hose or legwear. 

A third person, in the corner opposite to mine, was concealed behind a copy of The T'imes ; but he, too, might be a 
commercial, and indeed, judging by a large bookish parcel in the rack above him, I guessed that he should be travelling 
in literary goods, possibly some illustrated series such as was pressed upon me in my freshman’s year—The Abbeys of 
England, perhaps ; or Wits and Beauties of the Court of Louis Quatorze. 

am always glad to pick up pearls of wisdom from my fellow-passengers, and when Laces and Legwear attacked 
the question of the hour I threw out a prehensile ear in their direction. 

“ Well,” said Laces, “and what’s your fancy for the Elections?” 


“Tariff Reform should just about pull it off,” said Legwear. (I deduced that Legwear was a Conservative.) 
“Ah, but what about the Lords?” said Laces. “The country is sick of ’em.” (I gathered that Laces was a 
Radical.) 


' “The Lords have always been popular,” said Legwear, “and they've only added to their popularity by this appeal 
to the People.” 


“ You may call it that,” said Laces; “JI call it war on the People and on the rights of Parliament. ‘Tie hereditary 
system is played out.” 


“Tt’s as good a system, any day, as the system of Parliamentary Elections. One would think, to hear you fellows 
talk, that the Commons were the flower of the country, instead of consisting of just anybody who happens to come along. 
Who are they? Men who chance to have a little more money or leisure than they know what to do with; men on the 
make ; men who want to join a better club than they could get into otherwise ; men who like to hear themselves talk ; out 
of the whole pack not fifty who stand because they simply want to serve their country; scarcely a score who are chcsen 
because they are the absolutely best men for the job.” 

“ Anyhow,” protested Laces, “they are chosen; they don't get there simply by the accident of birth.” 


“ There’s a good deal to be said for the accident of birth and upbringing,” said Legwear, “if your father happens 
to be a distinguished man of affairs. And if the distinction dates further back there is at least family tradition to help 
to keep you right. In any case a Peer is independent of popular favour. He hasn’t to lick a voter’s boots, or slobber 
over his babies, in order to get a seat in Parliament.” 


“Which means that he represents nobody.” 





“Well, and how much are we represented by our so-called representatives? The minority—they ’re nearly half the 
country —never get represented at all. And who are these people who represent the slightly larger half? What are the 
i ee 
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facts about the men that you and I voted for, last election? We both voted for men we had never clapped eyes on—you 
for the Squire’s eldest son, who was nominated on the ground that he was a likely chap for subscriptions to clubs and 
happened to be a Liberal because his father was; and I for a carpet-bagman from Lord knows where, sent down by 
the Caucus. And these are the men whom you describe as the heaven-sent choice of the People. They are nothing of 
the sort. The People vote for party posters, not for men.” 

“Well, we've got some good posters this time.” 

“Nothing so good as the Chinese Slavery posters of 1906, though I see that you have a fairly smart one to 
illustrate the Old Age Pensions lie. ‘That ought to do some useful work among the timid and ignorant.” 

“My dear fellow, if I were you, I shouldn't talk too much about Old Age Pensions. Your Tories weren’t very 
enthusiastic over that Bill.” 

“They preferred a contributory system, and quite right too. But they won't shirk national obligations. The 
real danger for Old Age Pensions comes from your party. If you get in again and let your Socialists cut down 
the Navy, good-bye to Old Age Pensions. A crushing war-indemnity won’t leave us with any spare cash for charity ; 
and you can hardly expect the German Government to pay ’em.” 

“You're surely not raking up that old bogey ?” said Laces. 

“In the first place,” said Legwear, “it’s not a ‘bogey,’ but just the most substantial object under our noses; 
and in the second place it’s not ‘old.’ It was only born a few years ago, and most of its growing has been 
done under the present Liberal Government. There’s not much point in claiming the credit for Old Age Pensions 
if you neglect to insure them with an invincible Fleet.” ; 

During the last part of this discussion I had observed a tremor of emotion passing over the figure opposite 
to me. The Times was now lowered, and I beheld a countenance of extraordinary geniality and benevolence. 
“Gentlemen,” said its proprietor, “I will not take sides in your argument, but I do beg to endorse the view 
of the last speaker, namely that a strong Navy is a necessity for the insurance of our Old Age Pensions. Yet 
we need a further insurance if Old Age is to be not only pensioned but happy. Such an insurance I carry with me.” 

On that he rose, and, turning to reach up to the rack, discovered a hump, by which I had no difficulty in recognising 
the Sage of Bouverie Street. Taking down his parcel, he undid it and exposed a number of goodly tomes ; of which he 
selected two identical specimens. These he handed with a very captivating smile to the two politicians, saying, “Gen- 
tlemen, this is my insurance for a happy Old Age; usually of a contributory character, but in your case tendered gratis 
by way of compliment. Permit me to present each of you with a sample of my 








One Hundred and Chirty-Sebenth Volume. 
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